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The Tragedie offing Lear. 


Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our fuftaimng Corne. A Ccnrcry fend forth ; 
Search cucry Acre in the high-growne field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can mans vrifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Scnfe j he that hcipes him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Cent There is meanea Madam : 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature^ h repofc, 
The whichhe lackei : that to prouoke in hlno 
Ave many Simples opera title , whofc power 
Will clofe the eye of Anguiih* 

Cord, AU bkft Secrets, 
All you vnpublilb'd Venues of the earth 
Spring with t my tcarcs ; be aydant,and remediate 
In the Goodmans defires: feeke. feekefor him # 
Leaft his vn gouern'd ra ge 5 d iflolu e the life 
That wants the meanes to leadc ! t. 

Enter UHefferger* 

Mef Newcs Madam^ 
TheBrittifh Powres ore marching hkherward* 

C&r* *Tis knownc before. Our preparation ftands 
In expectation of them, O deere Father, 
It is thy bufineife that I go about:Therfore great France 
My mourning, and import unMteares hath pitded : 
No blowne Ambition doth our Armes incite, 
But louc, drere louc, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
Soone may I lieaie, and fee hinn Exeunt* 


Scena Qtiorta* 


Enter Regan ^and Steward. 
Jleg* But are my Brother* Powres fee forth ? 
Stcw 4 IMadann 
Heg. Hitnfcl fe in p erfori there? 
Stew* M adam withmu ch ado z 
Your Sifter \$ the better Souldier* 

fftfj ,Lord Edmund fpakc not with your Eord at home? 
Stew. No Madam, 

Reg. What a ight import my Sifters Letter to him? 
Stew, I knoyv no£ v Lady- 
Iteg* Faith he is poatied hence on fmous matter ; 
It was great ignorance, Glouffw eyes being ous 
To let him line. Where he arriue?, he moues 
All hearts Again ft vs ; Edbntsndy I think? is gone 
In pitty of his miferyj to difpareh 
Hii nigh ted life : Moreover to defcry 
The ftrcngtlV $WEt>emy, 

Sttw. I muft needs after him. Ma damywith my Letter. 
I^g* Out crocpes fet forth to morrow, ftay with vs : 
The wayes arc dangerous. 

SteW* Imay not Maflam : 
My Lady charged my dude in this bufines* 

Reg. Why fhotsld fhe write to Edmund} 
Mighcnor ycu tranfport her ptsrpofesby word? Belike, 
Somethings* Iknow not what, iie louc thee much 
Let me vnkak the Letter* 

Stew. MM$m\l hti] rather — - 
Reg*. 1 know your Lady do'* not louc her Husband^ 
1 am fur e of that ■ anrf at her lare being heere, 
She gane ftrfmse E]iads, and moft fpcaking lookes 
To Noble EdtriHnd* I know you 'arc of herbofome. 
'Stew* IjMadarn? 


I he tef ore I do aduifc you take this note ; * 
My Lord is dead zEditsmd^ and 1 hauc ulk'd 
And more conucnienc is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies * You may gather more ■ 
If you do findc him, pray you giuc him ihitj 
And when your Miftris hearts thus much from vou 
I pray defirc her call her wil edomc to her, * 
So fare you well s 

If you do chance to hcare of that blinde Traitor 
Preferment faU on him, that cuts him off. * 

Stew* Would Icould meet Madam,I tadfw 
What party I do follow, w 
Fare thee well* _ 


Scena Qmnta* 


Enter GUfftejfer, md Edgtr* 

GI f*< Wht i n f ° mc to th W ofdittftMhau 
£dg+ YoudochmDevpitnow, Look how m labor. 
Clou. Me thinkes the ground is teuen, 
Edg* Horrible rteepe. 
Hcarke, do you hcare the Sea? 
gku, No truly. 

Eig* Why then yourother Senfes grow impafea 
By your eyes anguiih, 

Glm* So may it be indeed, 
Me thinkes thy voyce is alter^j and thou fpeak'ft 
In better phrafcj aud matter then thou dicTii 

tig. rSrc much decciuM :In nothing am Ickn^d 
But in my Garments, b 
GIoh* Me thinku y^arc better fpoken, 
£dg w Come on Sir, 
Hecre"s the place ; ftand ftill; howfearcfuH 
And dizie 'ri*,to caft ones eyes to low, 
The Crowes and Ch oughts, that wing the m]dmvmx 
Shew fcarfe fo groffe as Beetles, Halfe way downe* 
Hangs one that gathers Sanipire:dreadfoH Trade; 
Methinkes he fcemesno bigger then his head. 
The Fifliermen, that waJVd vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond call AnchoringBarkc, 
Diminifh'd to her Cocke : her Cockc f »Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be hcatd fo high. He looke no more, 
Lcaft my braine turne, andjthc deficient fight 
Topple downc headlong. 

Giau, Set me where you ftancL 
Edg m Giue me your hand,' 
You arc now within a foote of th'estreme Verge z 
For all beneath the Moone would I not Icapc vpvight* 

Glox. Let go my hand : 
Heerc Friend's another pur fe :in it, a lewril 
Well worth a poo re mans taking, Fayries^ and Goji 
Profpcr it with thee. Go thou further off. 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going, 
£dg+ Now fare yc wcil ? good Sir* 
Gtm* With all my heart. 
Eig* Why I do trifle thus wkh his difpaire s 
Is done to cure it. 

Glm* Oyou mighty iGods ! 
This world I dorcnounce,and in your fights 
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"Iffil ragvdieofl^mg Lean 


Shake patiently my great afBiftion off: 
If j could beare it longer, and not fall 
To quarrcll with yoi:r great oppofelefle willes, 
My fnuffe, and loathed part of Nature fhould 
purneit fclfe out. If Edgar im^O blefTchini : 
fjow Fellow, fare thee well* 
Edgf Gone Sir, farewel! : 
^ndyet 1 know not how conceit may rob 
The Treafury of life, when life i c felfc 
yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
gy this had thought binpaft. Ahue.ordead? 
Boa,y oU Sir ; friend, heare y oy Sir, ipeake : 
Ilius might he paffe indeed ; yet he reuiucs . 
What arc you Sir ? 
Glm. Away >and let me dye, 
Edg* Had'fl thou beene ought 
But G 02. emor e^ Fea.th ers , Ayi z f 
(So in any fathome downe precipitating) 
Tboii'dfi fiiiuefd like an Eg^e : but thou do'll breath s 
Haft hcauy fubaance^bleed'!! not, ipeak'rt^rtftinDdji 
f c ii Malts at eath^ make not the altitude 
\fl\wh thoiihaft perpendicularly fell, 
f hy lif^s a Myraclc, Speake yet againe* 
qlm* Buthaue I falnejornoi 1 
£dg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a heigh t fl the fbrilUgorg-d Larke fohrre 
Cano°t be feene, or heard : Do but iookc vp* 

Gloa* Alacke, 1 haue no eyes : 
Is wretchedtieffe deprufdtha?: benefit 
To end it fclfe by death ? Twos yet fome comfort,) 
When mifery could beguile the Tyranrs ragCj 
And fruftrate his proud will, 
£dg. Giitemcyour arme. 
Vp, fo : How is't f Feck you your Legges? You ftand, 
Glott* Too well, too well. 
£dg. This is aboueall WrangenclT*, 
VptmrhecrowneoWCliflfe, What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 
qim. A poor e ynforennate Beggar, 
Edg. As J ft cod hcere below s me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moooes : he had a thoufandNo&s , 
Homes wea!k^d ( and wailed like the enraged Sea; 
It waft fo me Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 
Thinketlmibe cleercftGods, who make them Honors 
Of men s inipollibilitie*, hauc preferucd thee* 
. Ghn. I do remember now i henceforth He hcare 
Affliction, till it do cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough, and dye. That thing you fpcake of, 
I tooke it for a man : often 'twould fay 
The Fiend, the Fiend^ he led me to that place- 
Edgtr* Bearefrceand patient thoughts. 
Enter Lear. 
But who comes heere ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne're accommodate 
His Mafterthu?* 

Lear, No t they cannot touch me for crying, I am th^ 
Kitighimfelfe. 
£dg 4 O thou fide^ptercing fight ! 
Lear. Nature's aboue Arc, in that rcfpefliTher's your 
Prefle-money,That fellow bandies hisbowjike a Crow- 
l\eepcr:draw meeasCloathjers yard. Looke, looke, 4 
Moufe: peace, peace, thispeeceof [oafled Chceic will 
doo't. There's my Gauntlec, lleproue it on a Gyant. 
Bring vp the browne Billcs, O well fiownc Bird : i'th' 
clout, Fth'claut : Hcwgh. Giue the word. 
Edg. Sweet Mariorum. : 


LeOr. Patfe. 
GIoh* I know that voice* 

Lear. Ha \ Conerill with a white beard ? They flattered 
me like a Dogge, and toid mec i had the white hayrcs in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay l,anci 
no 5 to euery thing that i faifj ; I,and no tr^was no good 
Diainity* When the raine came to wecmconce, and the 
winde to make me chatter; when the Thunder would not 
peace at iwy bidciingjthere I found 'em^therc I fmeh 'em 
out. Go too* they are not mm o'their words % they told 
me, I was euery thing : Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe. 

GUn* The txickc of that voyce, I do well remember : 
Is'tnot rheKing? 

Lear. I ? euery inch a King, 
When I do tfare, ice how the Subietf quakes, 
1 pardon that man? life. Wbac was thy caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou fiialcnotdye:dyefor Aduftciy ? 
No, the Wren goes too'r, and the fmall gifded Fly 
Do\ letcher it) my fight. I et Copulation rhruie : 
For Glouftcrs baitard Son was k inder to his F?thcr s 
Then my Daughrers got'tweene theJawiull i"heets, 
Too't Luxury pell-melL fcr I lacke Souldiers. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face becwecne* her 
Forkes prcftgesSnow; that minces Vcnnc^di tio's (hake 
the head to he are of pleafures na*ne. The F^tchcw^ nor 
thefoyled Horfcgoes too't with a more riotous appe- 
tite* Downe from the waft'e they are Centaury, though 
Women all aboue : but to rhe Girdle do the Gods inhe- 
rit, beneath isall the Fiends, Tbcre*shdh there's darke- 
nes,therci£ the fulphurouspi:; burning, fc^Idmg.ftcnch, 
confomption: Fye 5 fie, fie; pah > pah ;Giue menn Ounce 
ofGiuet ; good Apothecary iwceteu my immagination : 
There** money for thee* 

Gfott. O let rne kifle that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe it fh 
It fmctles of Mortality. 

Glett, Oruin'dpeece of Nature, this gr^at world;. 
Shall fo weareout to naught. 
Do*ft thou know me 4 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doft thou 
fquiny at me? No., doe thy worft blindeCupiH, He not 
loue* Reade thou this^challenge, ma^ke but the penning 

Glon. Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee; 
Edg* I would not take this from report, 
It is % and my heart breakes at it, 
Lear. Read, 

GIoh. What with the Cafe of eyes ? 

Lear* Oh ho, are yon there wirh me? No cfes in your 
head, nor no mouy in yourpurfe? Your eyes arc in a hca- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 


C4m t I fee it feelingly, 
£tf.:f,What, art mad ? A man may fee how thti world 
goes 5 wi?h no eye^* Looke with thine cares ; Sec how 
yond lufticerailes vp^n yond fimple thcefe* Hearke in 
thine earc ; Change places, and handy-dandy^ winch is 
the luft ice, which is the theefe : Thou haft teene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 
(jlm. lSir fr 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Curnhere tbod 
mighr/ft behold the great image of Authorities a Dogg 1 * 
obey'd in Office* Thou* Raicall BeadlCjhold thy bloody 
hand : yvhy doft thou la jb that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe^thou hotly lufts to vfeher in that kind, for which 
thou whip'ft her* The Vfurcr hangs the Cuzencr^ Tho- 
rough 


